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* nie alCorydors 


A new S O NG 


8 Maria was  foated beneath a white Thorn, * 

| Lamenting was heard by a ſwain 

hy Corydon abſent from even to morn, . 

i Why leave me, dear youth, to complain? 

My la mbkins be mute, I no pleaſure can find, 
Ye birds ce aſe yeur notes on the ſpray, 

Your ſongs ate all diſcord {—their bleating ankindf: 

Since Corydon's wander'd away, : 


|'To fetch back a kid that had ſtray'd from the folds A 
5 Hle told me he'd haſte oer the plain; | 
Hit me at parting—but © 'twas 10 cold, 
I fear'd his return back a 
# There's Sylvia the handſome, 
Hie dane d gith: laft wake 25 the Gn 
11 know that ſhe loves him, ny heart now lie ſtill, 
In the grove they together were ſeen. | 


With a chaplet of roſes ſhe broiled his hair, 
laviting him home to her cot; 4 
He ſwore that he nated—yet loyes her I fear. 
| And Maria—poor I!—am forgot: : 
| ?Tis true I—ah ! too true by higabſence ſo long, 
My Lambkins adieu l- we muſt part! | 

For my Corydon's falſe— O here ends my ſong, 
And I die with a love broken heart. 


bo 
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| The youth quite unable to hear her bemoan, 
With Joy he bounds over the thorn ; 
No, no, my Maria, So Dinas] is thy own, 

. Unſullied as fleeces juſt ſhlorn. 
F 


Entranc d ſhe beheld him ! eyes ſparkling fo bright 
With raptuse ſhe flew to ua breaſt ; 
Theic pleaſures were * from Morning till 
Night, 
When weary'd went happy to Reſt. 
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